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[THE DENSMORE HOTEL

NINTH AND LOCUST STREETS

~ (fers the best accommodas
tons and service of any ho-
tel in hansas Uity, at mod-
erate rater, We especially
solivit the patronage of the

Great Southwest

ONr rates are:

% American Plan. $2t0 $3 per duy
Eumpeu Plin. §1 to §2 per day
Special rates by week or month

Try us next time you are in the City
Take lndependence Avenue ears af Union Depot.  Get olf at Eighth

and Locust sireets, and walk one block south

Farm'Loans and Insurance

We nre alwaye prepared to make loans
on Farms and City Property  No delay
in closing. Py your intepest, here

The Brinkman Mortgage Co.
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Don’t Be Surprised 2

when _\Jnu hear complimentary things said regarding

our preseription work and our_preseviption depart.
ment,

To thix department is devored onr hardest and
o8t consivitions work. [t is here that all oor
pharmacentical knowledge and most of our experience
in exerted to produes the best results in compounding
the doctors’ preseriitinns.

You will appreciate this department and the of

ficient work most when you have serions sickness in
the home.

A. & A. Drug Co.

@ Six Stores,

Quality and Accuracy
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] Plan to Spend Your

VACATION DAYS

Where They Will Benefit You Most, That Place is

IN COLORADO

Whera yon get right in the midst of great mountaius
that overawe you with their sublimity; where every
breath is o pleasure, luden with invigorating ozone;
where you spend your days and weeks exploring nnegnal-
wonders of uatire. A vacation so spent is a vacation
indeed,

>
%

When yon ga to Colorarlo, don't fail to take it's
greatest one day trip, whieh is from Denver to the sum-
mit of Mt. MeClellao, inore than fourteen thousand feet
high. The unly trip on which the sepnery is viewed from
both eauon level und highest mountain top.  For free il-
0 lustrated folder deseribing this trip, address, C, A, John-

son, G. P, A., Gray's Peakl Route, Denver, Colo.
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portunity!

The last chanee for a farm
and a home in town in the
Pecos Valley, New Mexico,

is knocking at your door.
Timelimited to afew days.

Improvement Co.

- Carlsbad,iN. M.

LocalOffice . 1211 Main Streel
Great Bend, Kansas,

.

{ CORINNA’S §
BIG-HORN]

By MARY WANEWAN BOTSFORD

{(Copyright)

The valley of Surface creek ocew
ples as yet a vacant space In the
southern comner of the ma; of Colo
rado. Ten years ago the Uncom-
{ paghre Utes left it to the staceato of
| & quick-step with a regiment of sok
I'dlers at thelr heels,

{ Ths decade has brought fow
changes to the little valley. Its sunny
levels of sage and cactus lead up

| through cedar and serub osk to the

summit of the Grand Mesa, where
even in the heat of August the quak-

Ing aspens shiver and shadows of the

spruce make twilight out of noon.

| The salmon trout finds its way
| through a thousand silver strenms 1o
the lakes strung like pearls nlong the
mountain’s top, where the eagle, stop-
ping his wing an Instant to cateh his
image in thelr cloudless calm, hears
the clumsy fall of u black bear's
| cushioned foot, or the far ery of an
olk borne on the resinous breese,

Perhaps the echo of these caught

[ crink Wil the dhingbahas we
bote n & day or two.
we leave for a hunting
mado.” i

i

“It was poor Corlnna's
In the big-horn's country,
she had got nothing but i
Mrs Clarke folded NBer afghan
‘ook up her sietoling matertala

“If you are goime-to stalk again,
rou call it, I shall go out and
Grand Mesa in charcoal” she sald
aldedly.

“Do, mammy dear. It will maks &
lovely sketeh. And if you should be
disturbed . your work by my big-
horn, don't put him Into the pleture.
He doesn't deserve 11"

Seating herself where she command-
ed a good view of the Grand Mosa
southern slope, Mra. Clarke raised her
umbrells and lot for eyes wander ab-
sently over the wide landscape. Al
thowgh the Grand Mesa occupled her
vision, Mr. Brown occupled her
thoughts,

Mrs. Clarks sighed just then; her
comfortable house within the shadow
of the Washington Arch and next door
to Mr. Brown, seemed very far away. ’

“1 must get to work,” she sald to
hersell, sighing agaln and settiing
her camp stool more firmly In the soft
moss. She arranged her drawings
board and began to sketch In the out-
lines of her pleture.

She had completed them and was
Just darkening the feathery edge of &

2 Iigé
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Corinun's ear as she studied her maps
and folders, for on the square whers
Burface creek should have been, she
paused with pencil polsed.
“1 will go there,” she sald. And lﬂ1
It came that the valley knew ler,
Corinna’s mother was a fragile littla
Iady with the coloring of Sevres. In
the forests which mother and daugh |
ter had. traversed together by mule, |
horse and: burro, ou foot and in canoce, |
from ocean to ocean, there was noth-
Ing Corinna feared and rothing that |
Mre. Clarke did not fear
Yet in despite of her fears, the for |
ests withheld no secrets from Corin.
na's mother. There was an irritating
Irony in the fate which ordained that |
to her, the most timid and uu-urlouul
of her kind, should bave been vouch
safed the sight of more big game thag
her adventurous daughter might ever |
hope to see, though she should live
to twice her mother's years., |
Corinna was tall and brown udl
shapely., She towered above her|
slender, petite mother like an oak
over an anemone. There was only
one other person with her mother Ig
the drawingroom, John  Chester
Brown, a round-faced, portly gentle |
man who bad occupled the adjoining
house ever gince his bayhood, and who |
had adored Corlnna's mother years
before Corinna was born, and for that
matter, adgred her now. |
“We starton Monday,” Corlnna ob
served. “The blg-horn won't wait” |
“What I8 a bighorn? Where do you
propose to go for it? And why won't |
It wait?™ Mr, Brown asked, addressing |
Corfnna’s mother |
“Coriuna!" Mm. Clarke exclaimed
In soft dismay. Her gentle blue eyes |
torned from her daughter's merry |
brown ones to meet, by a kind of help |
less Instinet, Mr. Brown's sténay gave, |
through his gold-rimmed zlasses. Mr.
Brown's eyes were gray. They said |
as plainly as eyes could: “You bit of |
thistle-down, where out my sight is!
that whirlwind of a danghter of yours
golng to carry you now?”

|

Corlnna became serlous. “Our sort
of bighorn grows In  Inaccegsible
places, like the Fdelwelss. You stalk

it over mountain crags, and it escapes
you by jumping ueud foremost and
landing on Its hurns. 1 have three
cinpamon bears, four mountain lions,
gix elk and not a single blg-horn. So
mammy and 1 .are to got ope this
autumn. But sh—sb—not & word o
anyone, Mr. Brown! It's against the
law to shoot one, and if yon do, you
are liable to $1.500 fine!™

For years Mr. Brown had sileatly
worshiped his falr weighbor, who
flamed across his sky llke a shooting
star in the orbit of ber eccentrie
{daughter. Each time that he bade her
farewell, he resigned her to some un-
imaginable fate, and upon her reap
pearance, weleomed her back ns one
miraculously restored to him {rom the
dead. His woolng, such as It was,
had all been done on the fly

Just as he fancied be might be mak
ing some headway, whisk, she would
pe spirited off to the troples or the
frozen north, according to the season
and as Corinna's fancy turned to
gharks or polar bears,

He did not confide in Corinna or her
motheér when he accompanied them
and thelr sulte, consisting of Wilson,
the late Mr. Clarke’s valet and his
wife Susanne, Mrs. Clarke's mald, %o
the traln to say good-bye. Dot the
smoke from the limited still lingered
in the vanlted glass dome of the Grand
Central station when be entered his
coupe and toid the coschman to drive
to his taflor's.

“1 want & golf sult Inside of three
days, with stockings and & visored
cap. Send your man down as soon as
you can to fit me”™

From the tailor’s he drove to Corls-
pa's gunsmith, where he opdered a
combination rifie and shotgun similar
to Mrs. Clarke's, with full equipment
of cartridge belt, hunting knife and
cartridges; the gunsmith, who carried
a complete line of sporting goods, per-
suading him to add to these s tromt
rod. fiy hook, landing net and game
bamper. Before be lelt the shop he
had sccumulated other impedimenta
In the shape of folding tents, blagkets,

irllihr mattresses and pillow and two
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saddles and bridles. Now Mr. Brown

bark circle of

£

| eyes met the level gaze of Corlnna's

| splving forehead, his legs fin thelr
| heather-colored hosa and  corduroy

fir with a bit of charcoal—when some-
thing dropped Into her foreground
with a crash of boulders.

With something ke & furrow on
her brow and & brighter pink in her
delicate cheeks, she looked up. Her

preat sheep.  For full 60 seconds
artist and sheep regarded each other,
it was probahly the first time In the
history of the world that a Rocky
mountaln  blghorn had ever been
trought face to face with & woman
under & green umbrella.

“God bless my soul, Anne, what
have you got there™ a volce at M.
Clarke's elbow exclnimed.

Mrs. Clarke turned her hpwildered
eyes from the bighorn to Mr., Brown,
who stood beside her, his jaunty cap

Mr. Brown In Mad Pursult.
pushed back from his blonde and pes

knickerbockers, planted solidly ke
the sheep's, his cartridge belt with ita
glittering hunting knife and revolver,
girdling his ample walst,

“Why." she sald simply, “it's Corin-
on's big-horn!"

At this moment the big-horn took In
the situation thoroughly, f tardily.
With a snort, & magnificent Mft of his
great shoulders and & bound, he
crashed through the thicket, leaped
the stream snd disappeared over the
rim of the canyon which yawned at
Mm. Clarke's feet

Before Mrs, Clarke realized what
had happened, Mr. Brown had hurled
himself after him in mad pursuit

She saw a bulky mass of wildly
waving arms and lege shoot through
the alr, strike the cUff with fearful im-
pact, tremble an instant on its edge
and fall, down, down, llke Lucifer
through space. There was a rattle of
loose stones and wand and then a slok-
ening sllence

For a brief moment of frozen hor
ror, Mrs. Clarke could neither move
nor think. Then she gathered her
wits by & tremeadous efflort, erept to
he edze of the canyon and looked
wer.  Helow, bmeed agalost a tree
which clung precariously to a roeky
shelf, half way dowm the cliff and hold-
fng with both hands to the tree's
lower branches, sat Mr. Brown.

It was late when Mr. Brown and
Mre. Clarke returned to camp. Spen-
cer had arrived and gone out I
search of the missing member of thelr
party. '

Corinna mat her. mother ocoming
slowly along the trall sulting her pace
to Mr. Brown's.

“Mother!” she oried, “where bawe
you been? You have stayed so long
| was worried to desth about you"

“Your mother and: ‘1 have been
through o grest deal, Corfuna™ Mr,
Brown sald solemaly.

“T should think wo," Corinna said,
eying the palr sharply. "One might

T. W. ROAC

B e e

FOR JOURNAL OR FREE CATALOGUE, ADDRESS

X
s\

AL

T S

a3

W. P. Feder transacted blsiness at
Hutohinson Wednesday, and inciden-
tally took in the big fair.

The 8llver Circle held o very in-

teresting meeting at the home of Mrs
J. L. Carroll Thureday afternoon.

Waldo Bmerson laft Tuesdsy morn-
ing for & month's vislt with relatives
and friends at Lake ltasca, Wiscon-
sin,

Dr. Meade, Frank Millard, Jr, F.
V. Russell, and James Hulme have
been out in Rush county the Ilast
few days on a hunting trip,

R. W. Emmerson has osld his farm
In Tferty township to T. B. Unruh,
the sile price being $65 per aere.
This le & good farm, most of it be-
ing bottom land, and Is wall worth
the money. Mr. Emmerson has not
as yet decided what he will do, bt
will probably move to the Bend to
make his home.

A pleasant, ‘goot‘.'. high grade,
truly flavored, amber colored cup of
coffee can be had—and without the
real coffee danger, or danger to your
health—by simply using Dr, Shoop's
new substitnte, called Heal'h Coffee.
Pure, wholesome, toasted cereals,
malts, nuts, etc,, make Dr, Shoop's
Health Coffee both healihful and
satisfying, No 2010 30 minutes of
tedious boiling; “Made in 2 minute,”
says Dr, Shoop. If served as coffee,
it's taste will even trick an expert,
Testitand see, Sold by A. B,

Hower,

Surprised ‘Em Right.. :
Ed Paoning aad wife have beed In
Chicago on & visit Tor the past few
weeks, and whew they returned Bome
Tuedsay morning they found” that
another family bad moved into the.
bouse they had been occupying and
that their housshold goods had been
packed up and moved sway. As Bd
had the rent pald in advance he was
naturally very lodignant, and fheest-
ened all sorts of dire calamitied on .
the gnfortunate head of his hadbeen
landlord when he should see bim, P
nally Miss Ida Cagelman, who bad

ly find thelr things for them,
took them to the residence
ly purchased from R. C. Russell

that the young folks had often wih-

od for this property, bhad purchased

It for them while thay were gone, and.
had moved thelr things into K. This.
ls one of the kind of surprises that.

folks Ilke to have sprung on
and the young folk® are
ful to Mr. Gagletién for his
fulness.

Kodol will, in a'very short ‘time,
enable the stomach to do the woek it
should do, and the work it should do
is to digest all the food you eat. When

it for it, and in themeantime the sto:
mach is getting stronger and able to
take up it's regular natoral work
again. Kodol digesis all you eats It
makes the stomach ‘sweet, and it is

pleasant to take. It is sold here by
Hooper Drug Ca,

The Anchor and Burg lines--
Light, Easy Moving--=Well
Bulit--Fill the bill,

RAN

Absolutely unexcelled is:the-

the stomach can’t do it, Kodol does -

GES

Malleable Steel Range. It has ¢
points of superiority never §

even dreamt of by makers
of other ranges.
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These may be had at Hemker's store.
Also dealers in Builders Hardware,
Paints, Oils, Glass,Catlery, Guns,Ete ¢
If you fall to see Hemker's when yon .
make purehases in his line, you logse; &

think you had met my big-horn!"

“We did, Corinna,” Mrs, Clarke |
sald, with dnvnnl&quudnd’
ber sudden, youthfu) blushes. “But I
couldn't put him inte my wketeh .
where be stood; bs would have spofled
the values!”

Non Est,
Hilker—Thére's ose thing I forget

to ask you about, Bilker. What's his
religion?
Spilker—~it isa't—Chicago Tribuaa, -
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